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A very profitable marriage 


Author's Notes: 
This was just a silly idea that came to me and | got carried away and ended up actually writing it 


"So you want me to anounce the engagement in all the papers?" Humphrey, Mark Ashton's secretary and 


general dogsbody asked, slightly nervously. 

"That is what | said, man!" Mr Ashton chewed his cigar impatiently. 

Humphrey jotted down ‘Announce the engagement of his daughter Samantha to mister Vince Neil. He wasn't 
sure how he was going to phrase the rest, and his boss didn't seem to be at all co-operativwe today. He 
chewed his pencil, feeling splinters of it break off in its mouth. 


"If something's bothering you man" Ashton glared at him "Just spit it out now" 


Its only" Humphrey said, clearing his throat. "Is this really going to be, | mean, good for the image of the 
company?" 


His boss flushed angrily "What do you mean?" 


Humphrey flicked his pad over and tentitvely read out the list he'd prepared earlier "Mr Neil, with this band’ - 
he winced over the world. To Humphrey a band was still Perry Arnold's All Star Dance band- "Motley Crue, 
has been part of five counts of DUI, ten of possession of controlled substances with four of those being 
attempts to supply, 14 accounts of hotel rooms or other property being completely destroyed and 25 counts 
of lewd and indecent public behaviour. And thats only since the beginning of last year" 


"Are you suggesting | don't know all that?" 


"l." Humphrey stuttered and nearly dropped the pad. Ashton patted him on the shoulder and gave him a faux 
friendly smile. 


"Don't worry old man, | know very well what I'm doing here. | think this marriage will be a very profitable one" 


he rubbed his hands together "Oh yes, very profitable indeed" 


The women stood lined up in front of Jim Tavare, head of JT Hostess Solutions. Wearing identical black clinging 


gowns, they were a parade of shapely legs and teased blonde hair, scarlet nails and barely controlled cleavage. 


"Okay, Danni, Vanessa, Michelle, Traci, you've got the Hotel Espanade shebang on Sunday night. Melissa, Vikki, 


Jenni, Perdita-" 


He winced pointedly as he said her name, implying that it didn't fit in. She knew that. Neither did she. Her hair 
was not blonde, but a rich deep glossy blue black. Her figure wasn't perfect, but she had some kind of 
chemistry about it that the clients loved, which forced him to keep her on 


"You've got the Ashton engagement party on Thursday night" 


Perdita caught her breath. This was the chance she had longed for. Motley Crue represented everything she 
had yearned for when she first came to LA, the sleaze and the glamour and the darkness. Leather and sweat 
and whiskey and the knowledge that tomorrow didn't matter. So far there had been none of that. It had all 
been tedious corporate events with sleazy old men in suits pinching her bum. 

"l. needed to talk to you" Danni, beside her, said, looking up at JT with huge doe eyes "It's just that my cousin's 
baby died the other day and | don't think I'll be together enough on Sunday. If you just gave me a few more 
days" 


JT gave a smile "I'm sorry for your loss. Okay, | guess you'd better do the Ashton job and Perdita can do 
Sunday" Danni smiled gratefully as Perdita shot her a look of pure hatred. This was just unbelievable. 


Samantha took the mammoth cock in her mouth and sucked on it enthusiastically. Tommy writhed and 
squirmed, knowing he was nearly at breaking point. He came like a rocket taking off and lay back, sweating, as 


he watched the pretty blonde in front of him swallow his load. 
"You were very quiet" she said, pouting "It's so much more fun when you yell." 


"Yeah well that would hardly be very good with Vince in the next room. Why are you marrying him anyway? 
He's a prick" 


He pulled her to him and she curled on his shoulder and ran her hands,with their innocent looking baby pink 


nails, over his chest "Well you could always marry me instead you know!" 


Tommy laughed loudly and stroked her hair "Oh no, | wouldn't go that far. I'm not up for the whole marrying 
thing. Not yet anyway" 


Samatha wasn't so sure. There was a childlike naivety about Tommy, for all his bravado, which she felt could 


be manipulated easily to her advantage. It would be a good move to keep him hanging around like a puppy. 


"You bitch!" Perdita yelled when she caught up with Danni in the dressing room "You know what it meant to me 
meeting Motley. You did that on purpose" 


"Your cousin's baby didn't die" Danni said, hurriedly packing her things. 


The other girls were standing around staring. None of them were quite sure where to side on this one. It was 
true that Danni had a cousin who'd had a baby that died recentlyWhat wasn't true was that she'd been in any 
way personally affected by this. She had in fact moaned to them after it happened about how her mom had 
been on the phone to her for ages going on about it and how it had made her late for the party. But what 


Danni wanted, Danni got. 


"You know perfectly well you didn't give too shits and they all know to, don't you?" she looked around and got 
only a few nervous stares "Oh you pathetic bunch of idiots." 


She ran after Danni, who was heading down the corridor to the doorway, grabbing a vase of flowers as she 


went. She hurled it violently in Danni's direction, but the blonde was alrady out of the door. 


"lIl get you for this one you bitch!" Perdita yelled, to nobody in particular. 


Nail Polish 


Episode 2 


Opening the door of the dressing room a tiny bit, Perdita saw Danni painting her nails a deep pink. Now all she 
needed to do was distract her. 


She turned back and ran into Vikki. Just the person she needed. Not too bright "Hey | popped in to give you this 
back" She said, pushing a pink silk scarf into the other woman's hand. In fact it did not belong to Vikki at all, but 
she wouldn't remember not having leant it. "Oh, and | think JT wanted to see Danni about something but I'd 
better not go there after upsetting her the other day. Mind letting her know? Thanks’ 


Leaving Vikki mumbling, she moved round the corner and watched as the two blondes came out. She dashed 
into the dressing room and took a small bottle from her handbag. The nail polish sat on the dressing table, its 
lid off but with the brush loosely resting inside. Perdita held her little bottle to the neck and counted out five 
drops. That would do. Now all she had to do was wait. 


A large car pulled up outside a mansion in Hollywood and a rather stout man with a slightly receeding hairline 
got out. He rushed to the door and, finding it locked, banged impatiently. 


Inside, Tommy and Mick Mars were slumped on a leather sofa, passing a bottle of Jack between them. "What 
the hell is it?" Tommy yelled. 


‘Its Doc. Let me in!" 

Mick sighed "What's he pestering us for?" 

Tommy stamped to the door and reluctantly pulled the bolt. Doc McGhee stumbled in and glanced in despair 
around the room. Empty bottles stood or lay around on the soiled carpet which was strewn with cigarette 
butts, used condoms and empty crisp packets. The two of his charges who were there stunk of booze, and 
who knew where the other two were. 

"What you doing here?" Mick slurred from the couch, before belching loudly. 

"l-" Beads of sweat began to break out on Doc's face. He needed this to work. He was potentially in big trouble 
"Look, have you forgotten we're supposed to be up at Ashton Castle for Vince's engagement party. Where is 
Vince anyway?!" 


"Upstairs preening himself | guess. How ‘fuck should | know?" 


The manager stumbled upstairs. The door of Vince's room was half open. Vince was sat in front of a mirror, a 


selection of brushes and hair spray cans on the table beside him along with another pot of the damn pills. His 
eyes were huge and dilated as he stared, mesmerised, at his own reflection in the mirror. A framed photo of 
him with Samantha Ashton was there too, both blonde, big haired and pouting like opposite sex reflections of 


each other. 
Only one to check on now. 


Doc had to barge his way into Nikki Sixx's room. The curtains were closed and a low light came from clusters 
of flickering candles. The walls were painted a deep purple and and carpet, covered like that downstairs with 
bottles and general filth, was black. Nikki lay back in the leopard print four poster bed like a prince asleep in his 


quarters in some palace in a foreign land; thick black hair spread over the pillow. 
Doc perched on the bed and patted his face "Hey Nikki, wake up" 


The man in the bed barely moved. Vince suddenly appeared, having apparently torn himself away from his 
mirror "Is he dead?" he squeaked excitedly. 


"Look, wake up!" Doc shook Nikki violently by the shoulders "We've got that party remember" the note of panic 


was building in the older man's voice. 


Nikki Sixx finally opened his eyes and looked up at Doc, a glare of anger rising through the sleepniess "Fuck off 
and leave me alone" he mumbled before turning around and falling back into the comfort of heroin induced 


lethargy. 


Perdita stood away from the door and watched Danni begin to paint her nails again. She knew nobody would 
come in. The other girls would be enjoying the drink JT plied them with before each job in order to make their 


personalities sparkle. Danni was always late, but she always had some excuse. 


Inside the blonde yawned loudly. Then she began to sway a little. After a few unsuccessful attempts at applying 
the polish, she rested her head on her arms and fell into a deep sleep. No lasting harm would come to her but 


nothing on earth would wake her for a few hours yet. 


Retreating back outside, Perdita sat on the grass outside the building and took some slips from the hip flask 
she always carried with her. One day she would have them made to match all her favourite outfits as Joan 
Crawford had once done. The thought - and the warmth of the alcohol - brought an almighty smirk to her 


face. 

Soon enough the shouting and general fuss that she knew would come was audible from inside the building. She 
put the hip flask away and dug out another scarf she'd brought for the purpose, this one a pale gold. Skirting 
down the edge of the wall, she made her way back to the front door and walked boldly through 


"Vikki! | just found another scarf of yours l'm really sorry. Hey, what's happening" 


JT emerged, his face like thunder "Its Danni, she seems to be drugged up to her eyeballs or something. Stupid 


cow. Look, are you free this evening, we're one short for the Ashton do. Sorry about that" 


"No problem. l'm sure | can manage it" It was all Perdita could do to hide her smirk Nothing was ever going to 


be the same after tonight. 


Doc had called Tom Zutant round and eventually they'd pulled all four band members into some reasonable 
shape for the party, even Nikki, who'd been plied with poppers and maybe some coke. Now all Doc had to do 
was get them to behave. His neck was on the line now. 


"You shall go to the ball" Perdita murmered to herself as she slipped on a skyscraper high, needle thin stiletto 
heeled shoe. 


Hs My Party And II Cry Hf | Want To 


The small group that greeted the guests outside Ashton Hall that evening could have been the picture of 
respectability if it wasn't for the fact that the young man in the white suit had rather long hair, albeit 
immaculately brushed. Samantha clung to his arm in a highly expensive pink taffeta dress. To one side was 
Mark Ashton and to the other side was Samatha's mother Marie, chic also in pink but with the shiny, over- 
perky expression that comes from too much plastic surgery. Her current husband, senator Brad Bailey, had 
declined to attend, making his appologies. 


Doc showed up first with the three band members in tow. Tommy and Mick had been coaxed into suits but 
Nikki was having none of it. He wore tight fitting black leather pants, and a tight black jacket, and around his 
eyes were smudges of kohlHe shook everyone's hands unethusiastically and shot Vince a look of loathing which 
nobody except Doc saw. The coke they'd given Nikki to wake him up was still roaring through his head. How the 
fuck dare Vince stand her and condecend to shake his hand as though they barely knew each other. Without 


him Vince would be nothing. He'd probably be a rent boy or something. 


Earlier Nikki had wanted to do nothing but sleep. Now he felt like king of the world and by fuck he was going to 


show it! 


Doc started to relax a bit. The party was in full swing now, the chamapgne has given him some Dutch Courage 
and the boys, at least so far, seemed to be behaving themselves. Things wouldn't be as bad as he thought. 
After all, if he was going to be thrown in prison there'd have been some kind of trial date by now. No, they'd 
go with the reprieve if he "used his influence". It all made perfect sense. He didn't really know why he'd been so 


worried. 


He felt a light tap on his arm and turned to see Samatha's mother Marie Bailey smiling charmingly at him. "Mr 
McGhee?" She asked. 


"The very same" 

"I hoped I'd found you. Mind if we have a little chat?" 

He followed her outside into the garden, and down a path which lead to a small grotto of some sort "l'm so 
glad Mark didn't have this flattened, it was always a point of contention between us" Marie said "Anyway l'll 
get straight to the point. My husband is in politics of course so one hears things. It hasn't escaped my notice 
that you're in a spot of trouble" 


Doc stiffened "Well. yeah." 


"And | think | can help" 


"Oh?" he turned and watched the smile that spread out onto her face. 


| have a little influence you know. Basically I'm offering you a favour for a favour. You help me and I'll help 


you by making the whole thing"- she snapped her fingers- "Go away" 
"And what do you want me to do?" his mouth was dry. 


Marie gave him a serious look "I do not want this marriage to go ahead. It could cause untold damage not just 
to my beloved daughter's life and reputation but to Brad's career too. Of course thats what Mark wants. He's 


never forgiven me and he's using it to get at me" 


Doc swallowed. His previous plan had been to get Vince's soon to be father in law on his side and excerting 


some influence. Now he didn't know what to do. 


"Just think about it" Marie slipped him some kind of business card. And remember that the offer goes both 


ways, if you catch my meaning. See you" and she was gone in a whirl of soft pink chiffon. 


Samantha slipped unnoticed out of the ball room and down the corridor towards the library. She suddenly felt a 
bit overwhelmed and out of her depth. Entering the cool of the library, she breathed deeply and tried to calm 
down. This room did that to her. It was daddy's place. Though neither he or she were readers, it was all part 


of his image. 


She didn't see Nikki following her until he was virtually beside her. She did not know him well, but the way he'd 
turned up at the party in leather and eyeliner had both annoyed and excited her. She secretly wished Vince 


would have done the same. 


"You okay?" he asked, and stroked her face with his finger, looking at her with those intense green eyes. She 
felt fired up suddenly, and the naughty thought that she could have almost the full set suddenly sent her 
through the roof. She looked down at Nikki's pants and saw the bulge there in the leather. 


He steered her to the wall, and the next thing she knew her panties were down by her feet. She panicked 
suddenly "What if we get caught?" 


"We won't" Nikki smirked "But at the same time, you know, we might. It's all part of the fun babe." 


Seeing Nikki dissapearing out of the ballroom, Perdita saw her chance. Making as if to take some empty glasses 
back to the kitchen, she dumped the tray on a small antique table and followed the direction he'd gone. Just 
before she got to the library, she heard the moaning noises Curiosity got the better of her and she peered 
through the door in time to see Samantha Ashton experience a spectacular orgasm as Nikki fucked her against 
the wall. A mixture of lust and envy tore through Perdita's body like a caffine rush gone horrible wrong. A 
moment later, Nikki pushed past her, apparently not noticing her, and all but ran back to the ball room. 


Suddenly, Samantha began to sob. Astonished, Perdita found herself drawn in to the library. 
"Hey. What's the matter?" she asked 
"My dress" Samantha sniffed "It's ruined. Oh hell, what'll | do now" 


Perdita examined it brielfy. The fishtail skirt was ripped away close to Samantha's ass. Perdita smirked at the 
thought of the violent lovemaking that had caused it. She saw her chance to be useful. 


| can fix that up if you've got a needle and thread somewhere. It'll be a new design but thats okay, just say 


you caught it in the door or someone trod on it or something’ 


IO minutes later, Samantha returned to the party in a newly remodelled dress, while Perdita remained in the 


library a few moments longer, brooding. 


The Party's Over 


Episode 4 


Around the ballroom, people swirled and mingled. Men in suits, women in colourful embellished silks and taffetas. 


Mark and Marie were the perfect host and hostess, no hostility between them showing outwardly. 


Then the music stopped, and an elaborate CLUNG sound reverberated throughout the room. Everybody seemed 
to turn in slow motion to face the direction the sound was coming from. Nikki stood behind the buffet table, 
swaying slightly. Beside him was the huge brass gong which usually stood in the hall 


"Thought I'd make a speech!" Nikki anounced, holding up a bottle of champange which he proceeded to take a 
large swig of "I know they save that for the. you know, for the wedding, but | wanted to do it now because 


Vince is my friend" 
Vince and Samantha looked at each other. 


"No no, hang on, | mean he's a total fucking prick But he's got Samantha now so | guess he's happy, | mean 
he's always after these rich girls, real little gold digger he is" Nikki swigged again and burped loudly "But | hope 
he's happy cos that's the main thing. 


The air of discomfort that had began to settle over the room when the speech had begun was increasing 
every moment, like the tension that builds up before a thunder storm. But nobody showed any signs of taking 
action. Everybody seemed frozen in position 


"Now about Sam. She's a lovely girl, | mean she's a great girl. | ought to know, I've had her myself" 


Gasps went out around the room. Hands met mouths, eyes looked towards the floor. Vince turned on Samantha, 


his face a picture of rage "Nikki? When the fuck did this happen?" 


"Tonight!" Nikki continued, an ever increasing smirk spreading over his features "It was just now wasn't it. 


Tommy's had her too, he'll back me up on this one! Tommy's my bro-" 
Doc was finally galvanised into action "Nikki, look, you stop this, you've had a bit much" He attempted to take 
the bottle from Nikki's hand but Nikki pushed him away, sending him flying into a table laden with smoked 


salmon appetisers and little biscuits with caviar on. 


"But Vince can't do anything and that twat Doc there can't do anything. And you know why?Because they'd 
both be nothing without me. | AM Motley Crue." 


Then, with a final gulp of champagne, he turned and stalked out of the room. 


The commotion the room broke into was silence once more when Mark Ashton ran to where Nikki had been 


standing and banged on the gong himself. 


"Listen, Ladies and Gentlemen, | thank you all warmly for your attendance but after that fiasco | don't see a 
whole lot of point in the party continuing, so if you wouldn't mind making your ways home I'd very much 


appreciate it. Anyone who needs a cab can go through to the kitchen.. 


Ashton stood in the wreckage of the party, watching as uniform clad servants shovelled rubbish into big black 
bags. Humphrey was there with his pad, looking more flustered than ever "Sir?" 


"Nothing to fret yourself over, Humphrey. | rather think that when the morning papers are released tomorrow 
we'll see the desired result" 


"Which is?" 


Listen’ he beckoned his secretary aside and spoke in a low voice "It's only fair that | should explain how things 
are. Many years ago, when | married Marie, | gifted her with a piece of land I'd bought out in Africa, because 
a legendary big diamond was found there once. Call me a romantic fool if you must. Nothing of any worth had 
come out of there for well over 50 years at the time. But now | have reason to believe | should never have 


given it away. She doesn't know that but she won't do business with me of any kind. 


"When Samantha first started hanging around with that awful band | was as distressed as you'd expect, but 
then | thought hey, it's her life and who's it going to hurt? Nobody except Marie and that priggish husband of 


hers" 
Humphrey was nodding away 


"His friends and followers aren't going to be impressed by his stepdaughter running wild with that group of 
punks. And once it's done his reputation the inevitable damage, Marie will have no choice but to sell that land 


back to me and" he mimed a drilling motion with his hands "In we go" 


Clever, sir, very clever" Humphrey said, a little shocked. 


Upstairs, in her pink boidior nest of satin and chenille, Samantha was sat at her dressing table, the taffeta 
gown abandoned on the floor. Earlier, she had been weeping, but now an air of defiance had taken over. She was 
not going to let Nikki or her mother or anybody else spoil her fun. She'd go see Vince tomorrow and explained 
that Tommy and Nikki had been pressuring her, that they were jealous of the attention he got of as the lead 
singer of the group. Show Nikki he wasn't as important as he thought he was. Yet she still felt the echo of 
that excitement generated by the encounter in the library. 


In the deepest, darkest heart of the Seven Veils, Vince was distracted from the woman gyrating in front of 
him by a return of his bitterness towards Samantha. He still wanted to marry her anyway, it the opportunity 
was too good to pass on, but his ego was sorely hurt. Then the stripper slid onto his knee and the sorrows of 
the day were temporarily forgotten 


When Nikki left Ashton hall, he was so high on the buzz left over from the scene he caused that he didn't 
noticed he was being followed, despite the click-clack of the woman's heels behind him. It was only at the 
bottom of the drive when he hailed a taxi that he saw her, the raven haired hostess who he had barely 
glimsed after he left the library. The cab arrived and before he knew it the woman had slipped into the back 


seat beside him. 


"Nikki" she held out her hand. Her voice was low "I always wanted to meet you. l'm Perdita" 


Big H 


Author's Notes: 
A couple of nods to Rock of Ages in this chapter 


Episode 5 


Senator Bailey poured his wife a gin and tonic as she repeated the events of the evening to him. His 


beautiful,polished wife looked deflated. Her ex-husband and awful daughter always did that to her. 


Marie sipped on it, slowly "Its going to be in all the papers tomorrow. Stepdaughter of senator sleeps with 
three band members. They already have a criminal record a mile long. Oh Brad l'm sorry. | really did try. | even 
appealed to that manager of theres. But | don't think he can control that druggy.. well | mean they're all 
druggy but the tall really druggy looking one" 


"Calm down darling" the Senator was a sqaure jawed man with a military poise, blonde hair starting to head 
towards grey and a pair of arresting blue eyes. He had all the presence of a heroic veteran which belied the 
fact that, when his call up had come, he'd done something rather embarrsing in his underwear in order to 


have himself declared unfit. 
"But. aren't you worried at all?" 


"Marie, you're looking at this all the wrong way. You know your daughter, well.. takes after her father | guess. 
The rest of the world, the voters, don't know that. What they will hear is that a decent girl,from an 
upstanding American family, has been victimised and pressured into unspeakable acts by this group of 
hoodlums. This so called band which encourage the youth of America to partake in drugs, Satanism" - he was 
really in his stride now, as though he was already back on the podium in his head - "And sex in all its forms. 
A band with a criminal record who glorify the criminal lifestyle in their lyrics. A band whose manager, rather 
than guiding them away from this kind of behaviour, was recently caught trying to bring large amounts of 
cocaine into our country with intent to supply.That alone would have been the perfect excuse to take action to 


put the scum away for good, but what happened at that party was just the icing on the cake!" 


"Hi" Nikki took the hand. It was small, with pointed deep magenta nails which matched the lipstick. The black 
dress she wore was shaped elegantly over her breasts and held on her shoulders with tiny spaghetti straps. 
He looked down. The slit in her skirt revealed a smooth slice of thigh. Her legs, he noticed, while not especially 


long, were perfectly formed. 


"Where do you want to go?" the driver asked impatiently. Nikki looked confused for a moment. 


"Hollywood" Perdita said 

The man sighed "We're already in Hollywood" 

| mean the sign. You know, the Big H. | always wanted to stand on the Big H" 

"Big H" Nikki cut in, a eureka lighbulb seemingly appearing above his head "On the sign, but also the drug. Why 
the fuck didn't | think of that?" he pulled a crumpled piece of paper and pencil from the pocket of his leather 
pants and began scribbling frantically. The driver set off, grumbling to himself. 


"So, what did you say your name was again?" Nikki looked at the dark haired woman appologetically. 


They were stood on the ledge behind the letter Hlooking down on the carpet of lights below them like gold and 
jewels on deep black velvet. Her heart thudded This was what she had always dreamed of. 


"Perdita" 

"Nice." Nikki said. "| never heard that one before" 

"From Shakespeare" she explained. Then added "It means Lost" 

"And your parents knew that?" something in her tone stuck a chord with Nikki 

Her voice dropped, as if someone might overhear "They didn't choose it. | did They chose Barbara Anne” 

Ah, so it was the same old story. Girl, probably from a small town, comes to LA to make a new life for 
herself. He shouldn't have been surprised. There were thousands if not millions of them. But somehow, maybe 
it was the quiet high above the city here or the feeling of relative calm after the storm of the party, he felt 
he could open up. 


He held out his hand "Frank Cartlon Serefino Ferrana Jnr at your service" 


She took it "Pleased to meet you Frank, I'm Barbara, but | think | just told you that. Barbara with mousy brown 


hair" 


"Me too" Nikki said. The absurtity of the situation suddenly hit him and he laughed. And laughed and laughed. 
Perdita joined in happily. Then he stopped laughing and lead her to lean agains the letter and began to kiss her. 


Brad Bailey poured his wife another drink, then a large one for himself, and picked up the phone. "| want to be 


put through to the police department, and now" 
"Darling, it's lam" Marie Bailey protested, weakly. "Wouldn't it be better to wait until morning?" 


He put his hand over the receiver and looked at her sharply "You think Justice waits until morning, Marie? In 


America?" 


"Of course not Darling" she gulped the drink "You're right of course" 


After the demise of the party, Doc had booked himself into a luxury hotel room and drowned his sorrows in a 
bottle of red wine followed by a couple of lines. He felt happy and disorientated and when a bang came on the 
door he thought nothing of it. It'd be one of those damn boys of course. 

He opened the door "Oh fuck, what have you done now"- 


The words fell away from his mouth as he stared at the two large armed cops who towered above him. 


"Doc McGhee, you're under arrestYou'd better come quietly and behave yourself." 


Full House 


Episode 6 


"Piece of shit!" Vince stumbled through the door at about 9 am and found Tommy crashed out on the couch 
‘lm going to kill both of your for this" Tommy dragged himself into a vague sitting postion just in time for 
Vince's fist to connect with his face. 


"Calm the fuck down’ Tommy launched himself on Vince and they rolled around together in a mass of flying 
fists and hair "It won't happen again, okay" 


Tommy was bigger than Vince, and a better fighter, and the singer realised it would be safer to acknowlege he 


was beaten this time "Don't think you've got away with this" 


At that moment the door flew open and a blonde haired woman entered, dragging a suitcase and a duffel bag 
beside her "Hey, I've left Steve and | figured you wouldn't mind putting me up for a bit, | mean | can have 


Vince's room once he's moved in with- hey what the fuck's going on?" 


Tommy got up and brushed himself down "Heavy night last night that's all. Vince, this is Athena, my sister. 
Looks like she'll be staying with us for a while" 


Vince got up and sulkily shook her hand. He didn't fancy her at all. She was hot and everything but she just 


reminded him too much of a female version of Tommy and that wasn't an appealing idea at all 


Doc squirmed in the chair. A light was aimed at his face and three men in suits were staring at him, faces 


hard. The questioning was taking a rather unexpected turn and he felt out of his depth. 


"So you and Mr Ferrana, aka Sixx, Mr Lee, Mr Neil, or should that be Mr Wharton, and Mr Deal aka Mars, 
cooked up this plan between you to bring 50 grand of cocaine into the country" 


"No" Doc said again "The band weren't involved" 


"We rather think they were. Be sensible, Mr McGhee. If you think playing the hero and trying to protect them 


will get you anwhere then you're very wrong." 


Doc was getting awfully tired of this. He didn't know why they'd got the idea that the band was involved, and 
he wasn't sure whether to keep protecting them or just land them straight in it. It had been a long night and 
he was getting an unpleasant comedown from the coke he'd on earlier. And the questioning was showing no 


signs of ending until the coppers got what they wanted. 


"Okay" he said, uncomfortably "Yes we were all involved. Happy now?" 


They had returned to the house a few hours before and retreated into exotic sanctuary of Nikki's bedroom, 
but Perdita had not slept. She lay back against the pillows, watching Nikki and re-living, over and over, the 
experiences of that night, the way he had taken her against the sign with the whole of Hollywood laid out 


below them. And it wasn't a dream, it was real and she never wanted it to end. 


He was getting restless now, stirring and moaning a little in his sleep. His breathing got heavier and more 
panicky. She continued to watch as he sat up and stumbled out of bed, apparently oblivious to her presence. He 
reached into the drawer of the bedside table and fumbled around, pulling out a bag of brown coloured powder. 
He lit one of the candles and shakily held a spoon over it, dropping in a little of the powder, added a bit of 
water. He was mesmerised by the bubbling liquid and the soft movement of the flame. 


Perdita saw him produce a hypodermic and fill it with the liquid He tied a rag round his arm and pushed in the 
needle with. The whole procedure was performed with the reverence of a priest undertaking some sacred 


cermony, and it sent shivers down her spine. 


He ripped the rag away, and sat there, the ecstatic rush coursing through his body, both facinating and 


horrible to see. 
Then it was over, and he seemed to notice Perdita for the first time. "Hey. You want a coffee or something? 


Look, there's a pad and a pen next to the bed there, mind passing it over? 


Samantha dressed in the pink PVC skirt and halter top which she knew were Vince's favourites and made her 
way downstairs. She was hoping not to catch her father, but he popped his head out of the study as she was 
passing "A word, if | may?" 


"Okay Daddy" she entered, feeling uncomfortably like a naughty schoolgirl. 
"There's no need to look like that, I'm not going to tell you off" Mark Ashton smiled. Samantha sat down 


"Now, your party last night didn't go to plan to say the least. Do you know what the, erm, status is with you 


and Vince now?" 
‘I'm going to go see him" she explained "I'm just on my way out" 


"f he throws a snit about it, stand your ground. Point out that you're pretty sure he's been at it with any 
number of exotic dancers and backstage tarts. In these marriages people play around. It's just what happens. 
Business marriages are just the same" he patted his daughter's hand "Be firm and don't take no for an 


answer" 


"Thanks Daddy" she gave him a hug "Will Mommy be very cross?" 


‘I'd imagine so. | can't tell you not to see your mother but I'd advise you to give her and the senator a wide 
berth for now, at least until everything's calmed down. Brad Bailey's a ruthless man for all his moral exterior. 


Samantha entered the Motley house at the exact same moment Perdita made her way down thr stairs for 
that coffee. Athena was scraping up some of the general filth into a black bin bag. The three women looked at 


each other, apprehensively 


"Is Vince around, l-" Samantha was cut off as the door burst open yet again with an almighty crash and 


suddenly the room was filled with armed police officers. 


The Women 


Episode 7 


"What the fuck's going on?" Perdita demanded, and found herself staring down the barrel of some kind of 
assault rival. One of the armoured cops yelled into his radio "There's a few chicks here, what should we do 


with them?" 


"Put ‘em in the kitchen and have a guard there, we'll deal with them later" came the muffled reply. Instantly all 


three women felt themselves being gripped by strong masculine arms and manhandled violently. 


"How dare youl" Samantha screamed "I'm going to tell my daddy and he'll have you-" a hand was spread over 


her mouth to silence her, and she bit it violently. 


"You little bitch!" Samantha was tossed into the kitchen with the other two, and the door closed with a bang. 
The three women looked at each other. They could here heavy footfalls on the stairs, more doors slamming 


and a load of shouting. 
"Anyone know what the fuck's happening?" Perdita asked. 
Athena shook her head, stunned. "I only just arrived. I'm Tommy's sister by the way." 


Perdita moved towards the window, only to see a huge armed cop stood outside. She put her middle finger up 


at him and groaned. 


A shout of "Smacked out of his head’ came from outside nd they could see Nikki being more or less dragged 


into a big police van. Within a few minutes the others had joined him and it was driven away. The door opened. 
‘lm going to need your names and addresses." A cop growled. 


Everyone seemed to be shouting at once but somewhere in the muddle, they figured out that the band had 
been arrested for drug smuggling. The trio reluctantly gave their details before piling into Samantha's pink 


sports car. 


"Daddy will sort it out!" she gleefully told the other two, before revving the engine up and screaching back on 


the road towards the mansion. 


Marie Bailey listened to the news flash about the arrest of Motley Crue, and turned off the radio. Her 
husband was in his study, deep in conversation with Sister Bernardette. He was extremely generous towards 
the Convent of the Precious Blood and their work, and the nun was a regular visitor. She gave off an air of 


cold piety which Marie privately found rather unpleasant. 


The door of the study opened and Sister Bernardette drifted out, a streamlined black and white figure. Brad 
made his goodbyes and joined his wife. 


"We've been having a little talk about Samantha’ he explained, still wearing the smug grin that had been on his 


face all morning. 

"Oh?" Marie felt uneasy. 

"Bernardette and her fellow Sisters are more than happy to have her in the Precious Blood for a while. Not 
forever, just enough that the world can see she's gone to reflect on her disgraceful behaviour and turn over 


a new leaf. Think she'll agree to that now her long-haired lover's been banged up?" 


"Oh, I'm sure | can persuade her" Marie said, though she wasn't sure it would be that easy. 


Sat in his study, Mark Ashton made phone call after phone call as the three women watched him and squirmed 


silently. He was getting incresinly angry, his voice louder. Finally he put the reciever down and turned to them. 


Its a stitch up." he explained "Brad Bailey's behind it. That stupid manager of thiers had a scentance for drugs 
hanging over his head, but there's no evidence the band was involved at all" 


"Surely they can't do that?" Perdita burst out. 

Mark sighed "If you believe that, miss.?" 

"Carlson" she filled in. 

"If you believe that, Miss Carlson, you're a lot more naive than | took you for. Some people can get away with 
anything. But I'm not going to stand for it" he was shouting now "The senator and | could have been friends 
once. We're both powerful, influential men. But he's already messed me around once by keeping my ex wife 


from selling her shares back. And now my future son in law has been thrown in prison, but I'm Not Going To 


Take It. If Brad wants war, then my fuck he's going to get it!" 


One by one, the band members - each escorted by two cops - were lead down the corridors of an old- 
fashioned prison. They'd all stopped struggling now. Nikki was still dopey from heroin, Mick's eyes were glassy 
with pain after the way he'd been handled. Tommy and Vince were both covered with bruises. 


Right at the end of the corridor, they all stopped and the cop who was leading the way typed in a code and a 


re-inforced door slid open. "I've got your boys here. Try taking better care of them in future” 


They were pushed inside the cell. It was bare, with a tiny window high up in the wall, two sets of bunk beds, a 


toilet hidden behind a flimsy barrier and a couple of chairs which seemed to be nailed to the floor. Sitting on 
one of them, looking apologetic and rather frightened, was Doc McGhee. 


Samantha had stayed put in her pink bedroom in the mansion, but Athena and Perdita had returned to the 
Motley house. Athena was sitting listlessly on the sofa when the dark haired woman emerged. She wore a 
crimson dress, slit up to heaven, and ankle boots with little gold chains. Her hair stood out in a raven cloud 


around her head. "Aren't you coming?" 
"Going out?" Athena snapped "Are you crazy or just stupid. My brother's in prison’ 


"I know. Which is why we're hitting the dives to find whatever dirt we can on that Brad character" she patted 
Athena's shoulder "Go get ready" 


Banged Up 


Samantha pulled up outside the mansion her mother shared with Brad Bailey. Marie had phoned up early that 
morning asking to see her. "Keep cool" her father said "Don't go in with all guns blazing, just find out what she 


wants" 


She was shown into a room where her mother sat on a brocade couch, sipping a drink Brad was stood up next 


to the couch and beside him was a nun. 


"Darling" Marie said "Sister Bernardette would like to talk to you. Please listen to what she has to say and think 
about it. 


The nun took Samantha's hand, her touch wasd disturbingly cool and smooth "Miss Ashton, I'm aware that 
you've fallen lately. Bad company and drugs. But you don't need to worry. It can happen to any girl. We're all 


vulnerable to unholy influences especially when we're young, Its not too late to make a complete turn around" 
"What do you mean?" 


"I and my Sisters at the Precious Blood are offering you the chance to get back on the path He intended. You 


will come and live among us for a few weeks, learn our ways and cleanse your soul of the darkness-" 


"You want me to go into a Convent?" Samantha looked around in disbelief. On the couch, her mother shrugged 


and have an appologetic look 


"Fuck that!" Samantha stalked out, not waiting to be shown the door. 


Back at the Motley House, Athena and Perdita sat nursing hot cups of coffee and feeling rather demoralised. 
The previous night had not been a success. Nobody knew anything solid about Brad Bailey at all. They were all 
sure there was something, mind you, but he kept it very well hidden. Most of his spare time seemed to 
involve his work for the Convent of the Precious Blood. On top of all that, Athena had drunk rather too much 
and been unceremoniously sick in an alley. Then this morning they'd gone down to the prison only to be told 


that the band weren't allowed visitors and been escorted off the premises. 
"Even his shit don't stink" Athena said miserably as she forced down a mouthful of black coffee and winced. 


"We need to look in higher places" Perdita suggested "I'm working on it. Don't give up just yet." 


The four band members had never in their lives been so miserable. The fact that Nikki was headed into 


withdrawal and was curled around the toilet didn't help matters either. Earlier, a warder had bought some food 
which Vince had thrown back in his face, announcing that he wasn't going to eat that filth. As a result, 
everybody's food had been taken away. Tommy spent the day pacing around the cell, occasionally reminding Doc 
that he had got them into this mess and could fucking well get them out again. 


It wasn't my fault" Doc protested. "I already told you, they were convinced you were involved and they 


wouldn't take no for an answer." 


The door clanged and a group of large warders stood there "Come on boys. Shower Time. Not that filth like 


you will ever get clean of course" the man in front grinned unattractively. 


"You won't believe what my mother and that Brad came up with!" Samantha squeaked. "She wants me to go 


into a convent" 
She was standing in the middle of the now-clean floor of the Motley house, on fire with outrage. 
"Ah yes, the famous Precious Blood" Perdita nodded "She wants to shut you away forever?" 


"No, only till I've got the Satanic influences of Motley Crue out of my system. Its some kind of publicity stunt 
for Brad. How the fuck dare they?" 


"Hmmm" Perdita and Athena looked at each other. 
"You think | should? To see if | can find out any dirt?" 


Perdita nodded "Spot on. But find out more about it first. Go and talk to your mum, tell her you might've 
changed your mind. But you want to know all the details first. Then come back and we'll have a conference. We 


need to work out how we'll get messages to each other and stuff 


"All right" Samantha nodded. She was not that excited by the idea, but she thought of Vince. And of Tommy 
and his huge cock. And Nikki that night in the library. And even dear, retiring Mick. She would do it for them. 


Doc was the most nervous of the bunch as the four of them - the warders had finally given in and left Nikki 
by the toilet - were lead into a room where rows of naked men were standing under showers and swearing at 
the coldness of the water. They dived under, trying to get it over as soon as possible. Doc's hand shook. The 
bar of soap he was holding slid from his grasp. 


The room suddenly dissolved into silence. IOO pairs of eyes looked the small group up and down appraisingly like 
farmers examining cow at auction. Doc looked back at them, then down at the soap. His eyes were wide with 


terror. 


Tommy sighed "Look, just use mine then." 


Marie looked up in surprise as her daughter was shown into the room. "Darling?" 
Samantha put on her best expression of humility "I've come to appologise" 
"That's very nice Darling. Have you thought about Sister Bernardette's offer?" 


"| have" Samantha said "I don't know if I'll do it yet but | want to find out more about it at least. The band 


being sent to prison has been a wake up call for me" 


"That's good to know, and I'm proud of you" Marie said. Her mind was racing. This was all going a bit too well. 


But Brad would be happy, and making him happy was the main object of her life. 


Change of Habit 


Episode 9 


It had only been a day, but Samantha already hated the convent more than she'd ever hated anything. She 
thought even Vince was probably having more fun in prison than she was right now. And she had learned 
nothing useful other than the fact that Johnny, the handyman, was willing to carry messages to the outside 


world from some of the younger nuns, most of whom seemed to be there under duress. 


First Samantha had been required to hand over her clothes, which had been replaced with a sack-like black 
dress and a habit.This morning they had been risen from the uncomfortable dormatory by a clanging bell for 
prayers, followed by a breakfast of watery porridge and more prayers. Now she was out working in the 


kitchen garden, and her back hurt. 
She was alone, the other nuns seemed to have dispersed to other parts of the grounds. The sun burned hot 
on the matt black of her habit. Johnny appeared, making a show of fixing a pole which some beans were 


growing up. 


"Hey" he said softly. His body was lean but well shaped. He wore a Tshirt, and one arm was covered in tattoos. 
Light hair flopped over his face, clinging with sweat. He brushed it away. 


"You're new, right?" 

She nodded 

I'd better warn you. Every Tuesday and Thursday at about six, that Sister Bernardette chooses a nun for 
some special duty. | don't know what it is but it's not nice for them from the look of them when they come 


back. And its always the young, attractive nuns who get chosen. | just thought | ought to warn you" 


"John!" came a shout. They turned and watched Sister Una make her way across the lawn "Stop distracting 
Sister Josephine from her work and get back to yours" 


"My spade broke" Samantha - or Josephine as she was currently known in honour of her rarely used middle 


name - called back "John was just fixing it for me" The older nun muttered darkly and went back inside. 


Tuesday and Thursday. At six. Something about those days and times rang a bell in the back of her mind. She 


struggled to remember what it was, grimacing as she dug up a huge blubbery grub of some sort. 


"Okay how about this?" Athena said. 


They were conducting their planned rendevouz in a cellar bar in the neighborhood of the Bailey mansion. Perdita 


downed a much needed whiskey and listened eagerly. 


"Tomorrow, Braddy Boy is doing a talk on unruly teenagers and the moral degeneracy of America inWashington 
Then Thursday night at six they're going to show a recording of the talk in the big public park here, with a 
20ft screen rigged up. There's probably going to be thousands turn out apparently" 


"Aha!" Perdita grinned "This is a good one. Find out anything you can about showing this damn film. Give the 


electrician a blow job if you have to" 


"Sure" Athena said "I'm just worried we need something more concrete than looking like mad conspiracy theory 
chicks. 


They looked at each other. They were relying on Samantha to come up with the goods now. 


Tuesday, Thursday, six. It came into Samantha's mind like a eureka moment during the third set of prayers 
that day. Tuesday was her mother's bridge club. Thurday she went to Daughters of the Californian Revolution 
or something equally lame. This had to be relevant. Sister Bernardette was taking young attractive nuns 


somewhere at the very times her mother was out of the house. It was perfect. 


Tuesday was tonight. Too soon. It would have to be Thursday now. 


Nikki remained beside the toilet. He was still puking and shitting too much to get away from it, and anyway 
there was something oddly comforting about resting his forehead against the cold of the porcelain. With no 
pills to distract him this time, he had no choice but to face the things that tormented him; the death of his 
grandmother and the way he had missed her funeral; the long nights as a child in Idaho where he'd lain awake 
looking at the ceiling wondering where his mother was and whether she missed him; getting in touch with his 
father only for the man to insist he didn't have a son and slam the phone down on him. Despair and grief and 


self-hatred rocketed through his body in the same way as the sickness did. 


The other three band members and Doc all turned to the door when it opened, and a young, very attractive 


woman in a nurse's uniform entered, 
"Oh thank fuck!" Doc announced, pointing to the toilet "Just give him something already" 


‘Its not him I'm interested in" she said primly "He bought it on himself. Mr Mars is in pain through no fault of 
his own, and I've come to take him for an examination and give him some medication if nessesary" 


Mick looked at her gratefully. Finally someone was paying attention to his condition, rather than just demanding 
things from him. She smiled at him, lighting her whole face up. She was beautiful. He was in love. 


That night, Sister Theresa crawled back into hre bed next to Samantha's In the dim light from the barred 


window, her face was streaked with tears. Everyone else was asleep, or pretending to be. 
Samantha slipped out of her own bed, and whispered in her ear "Did they take you to see Brad Bailey?" 


The other nun stifled a gasp and put her hand over her mouth. Her eyes were wide and afraid. She said 
nothing, but the message from that nothing was clear as day. 


A Walk in the Park 


Episode 10. 


The young man walked nervously up to the house. The girls watched him through the window. Lean, tattooed 
arms,floppy light hair and fitted vest. He was quite a piece, as Perdita whispered. 


He knocked on the door and she walked to open it, assuming he was connected to the band in some way she 


said sadly "No news yet but we're doing our best" 
‘lm from the Precious Blood" he said softly "I've got a message." 


He entered and sat down as the two girls listened eagerly "Every Tuesday and Thursday evening, about six, 


Sister Bernardette takes a young nun to Brad Bailey's mansion | guess you can work the rest out." 
Athena whistled "That conference starts at half six" 


"Yeah" Perdita explained "While a crowd of brainwashed morons are watching him spout of about moral 


degeneration on a big screen in the park, he's fucking a nun obviously" 

They all looked at each other. 

The young gardener, Johnny, had a few more minutes before he had to head back to the convent, so he 
explained to them that after his father's death his mother had been hit by an attack of piety and taken the 


veil. As a result the convent had given him the job to allow him to take care of his younger siblings. He quite 
liked gardening but it was evident he was pretty pissed off with his mother over the whole thing. 


On Thursday afternoon, Perdita made her way to the park. A massive screen had been erected - and clearly 
wouldn't be the only thing erected that night - and a bunch of electricians and techies were sitting round 
drinking coffee in plastic cups and grumbling. It was evident from their conversation that Senator Bailey had 
only recently left. 

"Claims to be all moral but he comes here and talks to us like dirt." 

"He doesn't care about people like my mom.." 


Perdita stepped forward "Look, can | talk to you guys" 


She whispered a few instructions, and money and smug smiles were soon exchanged. 


That evening, Athena made her way to the convent and slipped into the chapel, peeking through the window. 
Soon Sister Bernardette emerged with a young nun on her arm. Samantha had told her what to do and Athena 


could hear her making her request. 


"Please, before we leave may | say a prayer? My dear aunt Mary Margeret passed away five years ago today 
at just this time" 


"Very well" Sister Bernardette said, a little frostily. The younger nun made her way back to the chapel. 


It was a little past six and the Moral Majority were gathering in their hundreds, if not thousands, around the 
big screen The men all wore suits or sweaters with shirts and ties underneath and were accompanied by their 
sons in high school sports jackets. The women were in pastel floral prints with peter pan collars and blouses 
with bows at the neck. Perdita was torn between wanting to dress as befitted the occasion and the need not to 
be too conspicuous. Eventually she'd gone for the former, black leather blouse and hat which she pulled over 


her eyes. She kept to one side and nobody noticed her. 


Presently, a man came out onto a little podium and began making a speech. He appologised that the senator 
could not recreate the talk in person, but he was doing important work for the Convent of the Sacred Heart 
this evening. However he hoped they would enjoy witnessing his previously given talk. Then a signal was made 
and the picture switched on 


The Senator was standing in his study in a flowing white robe, as if in imitation of Jesus. Kneeling in prayer at 


his feet was a young nun. 


"You are my handmaiden" He told her. "You will honour the Father"- he poined to her mouth "The Son-" he 
pointed in the direction of between her legs "And the Holy Ghost" - this time his finger was clearly indicating 


her arse. 
"Yes, my Lord and Master" Athena said in the most simpering voice she could muster. 
All around the park, people were looking at each other, confused. Mutterings and a few stifled giggles could be 


heard. The man on the podium scrabbled in panic for the electronics, but the techies got hold of him and 
bundled him out the way somewhere. 


The senator had pulled aside his robe now to reveal an erect - but still small, Perdita noticed - cock Athena 
began to suck it as all around the park, men covered their wives eyes and women covered their childrens eyes. 


One woman even fainted. 


"Just one thing, My Lord" Athena asked, taking her lips from his cock 


"Yes, my child?" Brad smirked 

"I only wish to tell you my admiration of how you dealt with that awful satanic band, Motley Crue!" 

Brad gave an even bigger smirk "Something had to be done. And with that manager of theirs getting into hot 
water over drugs it was only too easy to claim the band were in on it as well. Totally not true of course, but 
sometimes the end justifies the means" 

Athena went back to sucking. A full-blown panic was in progress now, and police had already arrived. Perdita 
began to laugh. And laugh and laugh. Not only had he publicly ruined himself but he had vindicated Motley Crue 
live in front of hundreds of people. He had fallen completely into their trap. 


She slipped out, amid the general panic, in the direction of a celebratory drink or two. Nobody noticed her. 


Aftermath 


Episode Il 


Nikki lay between crisp, clean sheets in one of the luxurious spare rooms at Ashton Hall. He felt every bit as 
wretched as you'd expect someone who'd just been through a bad kick in prison to feel, but the presence of 
the woman beside him was a comfort. Perdita had cared for him as though she was his mother - the mother 


he should have had, that is. 
He looked up at her, his heart-melting green eyes meeting her blue ones. 
"You want anything, honey?" she asked softly. 


"No" Nikki said "No. Just stay here with me" 


During that day, the first day of the extended recouperation that Mark Ashton had persuaded the band take 


at Ashton Hall, two female visitors had arrived. 


The first was Marie Bailey. Dressed miserably in some kind of grey sack dress, as if it hide her shame, she 


was shown into her ex-husband's study, where he daughter joined them. 


"I've left Brad of course" she gave a long shudder as she remembered what had been broadcast on that 
screen. "As for your wretched mining shares, you can have them. | don't want money for them. It's wicked. 


Wicked! I've given it up and I'm moving to a farm in Idaho" 


Samantha looked at her mother, slightly nonplussed "You don't need to go that far, surely? Won't you miss 
your bridge club and things-" she broke off, remembering what had been going on during Bridge Club "Oh 


well,whatever makes you happy,mommy." 


The second visitor that day was a pretty blonde woman, still in her regulation prison nurse uniform. She 


anounced that her name was Francine and she would like to see Mick Mars 


He came downstairs slowly, still aching from the uncomfortable prison bed, but his face brightend when he 


saw her. 
"I'm not officially here!" she simpered at him "I just had to see how you were holding up!" 
"As good as you can expect" he gave her a shaded look. During his time in the prison sick room, he had 


somehow told her everything. The dreams he'd held since childhood, and how marriage to Sharon and the 
arrival of Les Paul and Stormy, then his diagnosis with AS, had chipped away at them. How he'd made it for a 


while with White Horse, but his failed relationship with Marcia, another baby, and money problems and screwed 
it up. His constant struggle against pain and how much he was starting to hate his fellow band members. They 
were all fucking pricks in various ways. He was older than them and felt tired. It was so utterly unlike Mick to 

share all this personal stuff that he'd been feeling rather odd about the talk ever since. 


Francine smiled, and took his hand, and he suddenly felt he'd done the right thing. After all, why shouldn't he 
have some female attention too? There was Nikki upstairs with that black haired woman fawning over him, and 
it was his own damn fault he was junk sick. And Vince, naked in the hot tub with Samantha probably going into 
paroxisms of horror as he milked his experiences in Jail for all the were worth 


"Fancy dinner sometime?" Mick asked. 


There was another loose end the girls had to tidy up, and they'd already discussed it with Mark Ashton. The 
three of them made their way down to the convent. A big For Sale sign had been set up outside, and a group 
of men were moving all the furniture out, while some miserable looking nuns stood around watching. Sister 


Berndardette was not among them. 


Johnny came out of the building at set a pile of hard wooden chairs beside the van that was parked up. 


Samantha waved at him and he came over. 
"| guess you've lost your job" Samantha said "I'm really sorry." 


He shrugged "I'll find a new one. | did the right thing. My mom's back home and in pieces but l'm glad to have 
her out of this place to be honest. 


"My dad mentioned he needs a new gardener and | said | might know someone" Samantha said "There's an 
apartment at the mansion too. We've been having jobbing people from the agency but it simply isn’t 
satisfactory" 


"Ohl" Jonny gave a nervous sort of smile "It would be damned useful. Can | come up and talk to your dad 


sometime?" 


A few days later, a man and a woman met in a hotellt was not the sort that he was accustomed to,being 


decidedly Second Rate, but he knew he was lucky not to have ended up in prison for crimes of a sexual nature, 


so he just had to deal with it. 
The woman looked very different from the last time he'd seen her. Instead of the habit, she wore a smart 
business type suit. Her hair had been set and her makeup carefully applied, and she really looked very 


glamorous. 


She sat down in an armchair in the private dining room that the hotel owner had finally let them have after 


much nagging on the man's part. "When you said in the letter you were going into the music business, | 


thought you'd lost it. But the more | see it, it's fitting” 

Brad Bailey nodded "lm going to wipe the smirk of that band's faces. 

"And how are you going to do that?" Bernardette asked him. 

"Oh, by launching my own band. Getting the attention and adoration stolen from under their noses: 


"Yes" Bernardette agreed "I thought it would be something like that. | even took the liberty of finding a possible 
band" 


She pushed a glossy photograph across the table to him. He studied it carefully. Four men - if you could call 
them that - looked kind of like Motley, he supposed. They had the same big hair and wore make-up. Unlike 
Motley, there were three blondes and one brunette. 


"Yes rather liked that touch too" Bernardette said "They're calling themselves Poison. They're playing tonight, | 


thought we could go give them a listen, and maybe have a word. 


